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ness for that perfecting of the contemplative life which, he
was persuaded, was almost within his reach.

His strength was to look forward continually and to feel
upon his lips that air of another world which, while he was
unconscious on the island, he had seemed to breathe. His
peril was to look back; and to fortify himself in the way he
was going, to teach himself to die, was his single purpose.
He found that, even now, an avoidance of earthly contacts
and knowledge was contrary to his discipline. To shut out
the world was to begin to long for it with fears and hopes
and curiosities not to be stilled, and he could not be at
peace, or make any advance towards death, until certain
facts were known, accepted and overpassed. For this
reason, when countrymen of his came from the Hague to
visit him, he received them gladly and would allow them
to conceal nothing from him. He asked for news and
received it nearly always in silence, from which he would
emerge at last to speak of other things. But there were
occasions on which his guard was broken down. "Now it is
too late," he exclaimed once. "We should have fallen back
and fought on the Rhine. We might have had terms
there," and when it was objected that this would have
been to prolong the war without changing its result, he
replied with a flash of anger: "It would have saved the
regime" Disturbed by his wrath, he allowed his mind to
return to the past, and, while the two Germans at his
bedside argued without conviction that all was not yet
lost, he remembered the September day of heat and storm
on which, when Lewis and Julie had set out for the fire,
he had remained in the library, overwhelmed by a solitary
blackness of mood. Bapaume had fallen and the line of
the Somme was being abandoned. Since the failure of
Ludendorffs offensive in March he had known within
him that victory was impossible; now, while the nurse
was bringing him tea, he had understood for the first time
that defeat was certain. But he had not guessed that the
struggle would end before Christmas.

The fire had spread fast while he lay sick. Now Bulgaria
had gone; Scheidemann and Bauer were in Prince Max's